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by the oceanic rumble of the choirs, and it was as though his
soul and body were renewed by this solemn music, this
solemn invocation of voices and rising incense. At that time
he looked with compassion at the common people massed
before the entrance. "It seemed to me then that before the
gate the people did not pray as we did in our seats, that they
prayed with humility, fervor, deep genuflections, in full con-
sciousness of their abasement. And now it was my turn to
occupy this place, and under even worse conditions. We
were chained, branded with the seal of infamy; the faithful
shied away from us, seemed to fear us; they gave us alms and
I recall that this fact was excessively and strangely pleasing
to me. . . ."
On the important religious feasts, the prisoners dressed in
clean blouses and made it a point of honor to display particu-
lar kindness to the prison personnel. The main meal was
copious and served on a white tablecloth. But the same night
the convicts were again drunk as beasts, debased and
wounded from brawling. The Circassians who were teetotal-
ers sat on the threshold and watched with disgusted curiosity
the antics of the drunkards who yelled, sang, strummed
balalaikas, vomited and played interminable card games.
"Gradually the atmosphere of my barracks room grew suf-
focating, nauseating. There was no lack of clownish spec-
tacles, but I felt so sad, I pitied those wretches so much that
I was choked."
For the third day of the holidays the convicts organized a
play. The theater was in the barracks of the military section.
A few benches were reserved for the noncoms and a few
chairs for the officers whose attendance was hoped for. Be-
hind, stood the convicts, bareheaded, with scarred faces and
shaven skulls. "Each wanted to show himself at his best to